would she leave us, and at once, and before luncheon! I
was very grave and deeply pained and the luncheon was
watered by Maria's tears which dripped into the dishes as
she handed them to us. When it was over I sent for her
solemnly and she looked at me out of a face blistered with
crying while I told her that she was a pretty young girl but
could never expect to get a nice husband if she became dis-
figured by decayed teeth. . . . 'But, Donna Una,' was her
desperate answer, 'how can I get there if I am too fright-
ened to go?*
She served us devotedly, and so did Teresa, who later
replaced our diabolical cordon bleu. Teresa thought that
she knew how to cook. It was an illusion but we suffered
it because of Teresa who was kind and honourable and
pious, with a smooth black head that had never worn a
hat, gold ear-rings and that ubiquitous Italian black dress
with short sleeves. When she came to be interviewed she
brought me roses, picked of course from the gardens of her
current situation! When it became clear, in 1940, that our
return to Italy would, to say the least of it, be delayed, tljey
both offered to apply for daily work and to remain and
guard our home without wages. . . .
But once again I have wandered up by-ways and have
come a long distance from the spring of 1937 when we
took possession of 18 Lung'Arno Acciaiuoli.
A flat had also been found for Evguenia: a furnished flat
with which she was highly delighted. It certainly was
charming, with views on a palace garden and attractive old
furniture collected by die aristocratic but impecunious
owner who had a real talent for house decoration. Evgue-
nia's flat was also cool and airy; when she moved in we
wondered if the heating would prove adequate; we had
not then realized what we ourselves were to suffer..,.
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